The Hi/loric of 

Hot. That Roane flial he my throne. Well, I will bachc him 
ftraight. Ffperance, bid Hutler lead him foorth into the parke. 
Let. ButheareyoumyLord, 

Hot. What faiefl thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my horfe (my lone) my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-beaded ape.a vveazel hath not fuch a dcale 
offpleene, as you arc toft with. In faith He know your bufincs 
Harry, that I will : I fcare.my brother Monimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to line his enterprifc,butifyou gok 
Hot. So farafoote, Ilhalibe weary, loue. 

Come, come, you Paraquito,anfwere me dirc£Hy,vnto this 
queftion that I (hal askc.in faith lie break thy lit tle finger Har« 
ry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler,loue; 1 loue thee not* 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets,.and to tilt with lips, 

We muft haue bloudie nofes, and crackt crownes, 

And pafTe them cm rant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou Kate-, what vvouldft thou haue w ith mi i 
La Do you not loue me? do you not indeedc? 

Wei, donotthenifor finceyouloueme not, 

I will not loue my fclfc Do you notion? me?. 

Nay, tel me if you fpeakc in ieaft, or no? , 

Hot, Come wilt thou fee roeride ? 

And when 1 aiaa horfe back, l will fvvearc, 

I loue thee infinitely. But harke you Kate, 

I muft not haue you heBcefonb,queftionmc? 

Whither I go : nor reafon where about. 

Whithjbr I muft, I nmfl : and to conclude. 

This eucningmuft I leaue you Geml cKatc. 

I know you wife, bur yet no farther wife. 

Then Harry Percy ts wife, conftant you are. 

But yet a woman, and for feerecy, 

No Lady clofer.for I willbelceue. 

Thou wilt not vtterwha t thou doft not know ii 
And fo farewill I trull thee, gentl cKate. 

La. How, fo far/ 


Henrie the fourth. 

Hot. Not an inch further : but harke you Kate. 

Whither I goe, thither /hall you goetoo : 

To day will I fet foorth,to morrow you : 

Will thi s content you Kate? 

Lady. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Prince and Points. 

Prince. AW,prethce comcoutof that fat roome, and lend 
mee thy hand to laugh a little. 

•Loines. Where halt been Hal? 

Pnn. With three or fourc Logger-heads, amongft three or 
^urc fcorc Hogs -heads. I haue lounded thcvervbafeftrins;of 
Humilme.Sirra lamfworncBrothertoalca/hofDrawers & 

can call them all by their Chriftian names, as Tom, Dicks, and 
Franc,s:thcy fake lt.already vpon their faluation.that though I 
be b u tPrmce of Wales, ytx. I am the King of and tell mec 

Hatly,I am not proud loch, like Ealftalfc but a Corinthian, a lad 
ofmettall,a|ood Boy, (by theLord fo they call me) and when 
r England Iflia11 COInman deall the good Lads in 

Eajicheape .They call drinking deepe, dying Scarlet 5 and when 
you breath m your watnng, they cry hem, and bid you play it 
off.To conclude I am fo good a proficicntin one quarter ofan 
houre.that I .car , drmke with any Tinker in his o wnc language 
during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou haft loft much honou? that 
thouwertnot with mem this aft. on ; b n t fwcet AW; to fwee- 
ten which name of AW, Igiue thee this peniworth of Su^ar 
clapt tuen now into my hand by an vnder Skinkcr one That 

^j k t° ther En S llfh ini f ,ife > then EightJhU^ges and fixe 
pmc. $ and, Tou are welcome, with this /hrill addition Anon Lon 
fi-i AiretPmt efBaflarimtli'Hdfcmtmi, or fo. But AW to 
dnu e a way tmte till Falftaljfe come, I prrthccdoeCftand n 

‘ ’"'Jr Wy Drawer, to what 
endhegaueme rheSugar,and doe neucr leaue calling Francis 

= “w* 

Pomes. Francis. 

Trince. Thou art perfeft. 

Poines Francis. Enter Drover. 

^ Anon,anonfir;looke downc into thePomgariKt.i?^. 

D 2 Prmce. 
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